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Aye, still the child, with pleasure in his eye. 

Shall cry * the Daisy’ — a familiar cry — 

And run to pluck it, in the self-same state ; 

And like a child himself when all was new — 

Might smile with wonder, and take notice too ; 

Its little golden bosom filled with snow, 

Might win e’en Eve to stoop adown and show 

Her partner Adam, in the silken grass 

The little gem, that smiled where pleasure was, 

And, loving Eve, from Eden followed ill 

And bloomed with sorrow,— and lives smiling still. 

As once in Eden, under Heaven’s breath. 

So now on earth, and on the lap of death. 

It smiles for ever. 

Clare. 


The blue-flv bends its pensile stem, 

That decks the skylark’s nest. 


“ ’Tis Flora’s page in every place. 

In every season fresh and fair, 

It opens with perennial grace, 

And blossoms every where. 


“ On waste and woodland, rock and plain. 
Its humble buds unheeded rise, 

The rose has but a summer’s reign, 

The Daisy never dies.” 


A thousand indefinable emotions are blended 
with this simple flower, it recalls to mind the 
bright days of our childhood — the race in the 
meadows — the rambles in the castle field— the 
necklaces made of chains of this flower, and as 
Shakspeare writes, “ whose white investments fi- 
gure innocence.” The Daisy is the flower which 
among all others is most certain to recall those de- 
lightful recreations — those infantine sports — it is 
to flowers what the cuckoo is to birds in our 
young day. 

“ Trampled under foot. 

The Daisy lives, and strikes its little root 
Into the lap of time, centuries may come 
And pass away into the silent tomb. 

And still the child, hid in the womb of time 
Shall be forgotten, like a churchyard stone, 

Or lingering lie, unnoticed and alone, 

"When eighteen hundred years, our common date, 
Grow many thousands in their marching state $ 


The Daisy has been made by the poets emblem- 
atical of innocence. Dr. Cary was much delighted 
when in India upon seeing a Daisy spring up, 
having been brought from England among other 
seeds, and the following verses were written on 
that account by Montgomery : 

“ Thrice welcome, little English flower ! 

Thy mother- country’s white and red. 

In Rose or Lily, till this hour 
Never to me such beauty shed ; 

Transplanted from thy island bed, 

A treasure in a gram of earth. 

Strange, as a spirit from the dead 
Thy embryo sprang to birth. 

“ Thrice welcome, little English flower ! 

Whose tribe beneath our native skies 
Shut close their leaves while vapours lour ; 

But when the sun’s gay beams arise. 
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